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-SLOPERS 


WRESTLING LION & 
UNICORN 


22 


N 
8 


3 
THE LATEST NOVELTY. 
* Although Poor Pa’s Wrestling Doy has not yet caused much commotion in London, it is, nevertheless, a fact that both press and public speak well 
of it. The idea originated with the wrestling lion. Of course, it was not to be expected that a man of Papa’s eminence could sloop to struggle with a 
dog, #0 unto Alewandry has the task been deputed. Al a private view, which Augustus Harris kindly patronised, excitement ran very high, and 
after my poor brother had succeeded in throwing Snatcher three consecutive times the genial Sir Gus bestowed upon him a smile and a cough drop.” —Toorsix. 


THE ARTIFICIAL FLORIST. 


R1povr, a 4 — brought up in Lorraine, is said to 
have walked up to Paris in his sabots to bind himself ee 
tice to an artificial flower maker, and after serving his time, 
had married a woman witha little money—a stout, unwi 
woman, with a blotchy face—and started business on 
own account, 

Eight years later, in 1884, Madame Ribout was taken ill, 
and a doctor was sent for. She complained of a burning 
sensation in the chest and frequent vomiting. She panted 
for breath like a dog that had overrun i . The doctor 
could do nothing for her; and when she died, in about six. 
days, he certified that she died from the effects of a rupture. 
Her mother thought otherwise, and accused Ribout of 
poisoning her. 

There had not been much love lost between him and his 
wife. Three days after her death he asked of her father the 
hand of his apprentice, Lucy, in marriage, Four months 
later they were married. On Webruary th, his first wife 
hac fallen ill, and two days before he had sent his shopiman 
to a chemist at a distant part of Paris with thie inscription : 


“ Colchinine-cristal, I gramme in four packets; put one 
packet in 1 litre of lemonade: drink 3 litres a day. 


BORNORUNK’S GUILE... 


7 “ ; . , arr * 

(Signed) Du. GUILLAUME, 
1 Said Borndrank, rising from bi And lie sat at home for seven nights, aud drank soda- That Mrs. B. went on her knoce and eried: “For 5 . 
Kew Neate Day. “Vil 5 it b aN anes a water — coffee, prod pal. 9 jovial, heaven's sake tak your latehkey and go to yuur club as The chemist did not kuow any Dr. Guilla ame but said 
it! I evs turn over a now leaf!” soul-inspiring companion, — usual. ois cheerfoiness is killing me!” that whoever he was de must be a fool, he was ordering 


r A A eee ee ee eee ee 


1 * ’ 1 By 4 : * 7 
. We 


2 
I 
enough poison to- kill several 
whilst he locked u up the payer, whic hi 
in-law had the body of her daughter disinterred, 
colchinine was tine overed—it waa, however, . 
to leave no trace behin 


vegetable pole= 
ge sre the ison, he said that he had read in un 
* . dye could be pro- 
* coated from it, and he wished to use ii in his business. He owned 
| =, — . he had written hiiuselt, und that there 
iy UHaume that he knew of, but that that was the only way te 
ee 0 — aleo, that he had told his 1 2 * axodicine, 
185 ause he did not want to reveal u trade d he hed mt 
a rm a that it would only 


; jon deemed damni * 

iy ing hia geet be made’ the acquaintance of a ra; 
i — 12 our for liberation from prison of this Stopf having 

* bout vans aid to have persuaded — to carry a note to 
in * wife, in which he bade her to be firm in her declarations before 
i the officers of justice, and aay that she knew nothing. “Deny 
ie —. —2 that concerns vou know what. It is impossible that 
N g. can be discovere 


„or, in that case, I sha’! la: 5 all on the 

if beck of V David (the first wife mother). plane are 

10 n Let us be firm; but do not unce sour 4 we 
8 lost beyond all hope. What I would beg of 

rey were I Jost (convicted and — to trans . vou 

** nal Pees letter Ribout swore 3 


— — — 


— 
—— — 
r 
> 


1 
1 


refused to ‘ave it up except for a good round On this sh 
1 er father, who asked Ribout if he hi had written the 
and 2 answered in the negative, gave the blackmailers 


— defended the prisoner, 3 out the weakness of the 
prosecution. He had tried to buy wife's death, 


2 


— 


poison before his 
* As no one else could be found who had sold him any, 
was to be presumed he had none in his n no trace 
of was found. Familiarities had been noticed before his 
between 1 and r — Luey's father came for. 


As to the counse not deny that it was genuine, but 
treed that i did bot refer to 0 a murder, but to the conduct of the 
before wife's death, and h. by 4 * what 
proof could be given of the than his 
the letter to pass into the hands of the police. Loud 
ing Reine A dle Re ag Bh speech. 
was acquitted, and left the dock ing his hat on h his 
elbow, 
8 * „ — „ 


; LAITEST FROM THE BOIERIES, 

iff itt aint a ranin, 

Layee 1 iss dress upp pritty, watin for the ordience. o eri, i 
ope e lik 


The pal ae ie added 
itt iss arf a our parat time. nott a bloomin sole. 
(Neat week,“ Blackmail.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


— wishing thee Ms MSB. ———— ta bd — 
Anat SLOPEK 
i Tt wil all be 


enough ta enntain the 
loose stamps. 
: 4 
‘AL 0° G Quite 
i ‘ootst ; 


age 1 


Dut 
4285 3 that's . F. J. Gladi 
we tell you, ETHER, 


i io ane way. 


2 “ALLY doris ti HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
* n- ln Circulation of any Aust rated Paper in the World, 
Bernarda of the World, Sarawak and Bechua 

to any the . a naland 


8 Months, 19. 6d.; 6 Months, 88. 34. 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P. O. Ob 
N 


ble to GTLBERT DaLZIxL, 


ates » 99 SHOE “ANY, FLEET Sraezr, Lownoy, k. C. 


PARIS 
nes „ 
o arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rus DN LA Banque 
NINE CLAIMS ALRHADY PAID. 


—£150— 


U be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
a on duty — ), who shalt happen to meet 
thin a Railway Accident to the Train in 
74 in any part of the United Kingdom, 
he current iseue of “ ALLY SLOPER’s HALP- 
‘pon the Deceased at the time 2 the Accident. 
HAve-Honiay ” is published t hout the 
—— Wednesday afternoon at 1 4751 and the 
one week from that time, expiring at 1 o'clock the 
Wednesday afternoon. 9 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


8 
her. I've noticed id 
3) geal a 2 lately, r * a n AI 


. N he means bus 
rome „ Oh, I think been 
1 2 „dear! has roposed ? 
5 0; but he has ven me a cookery book. 
RS 


Pie 8 I can assure you, old man, I put my very: best 
work into that last novel I wrote. * 
. Writer. I thought as much. 
Writer, What do yon mean? 
ud Writer. W Why, I * it’s a failure. 


? nt ‘spoils the effect of the thing if, after declaring your 
‘our best adore: in a speech borrowed from the hero in 
the sweet girl turns on you and tells you the parts 

left out. Girls who 80 to popular plays are a nuisance. 


, Fuseiman, Look here, my man, give mea straight answer 
question; Would ist or would you not sell fireworks 

or thirteen years o 

ell, guv'nor, one thing's bloomin' well 

n't give ' em to him. 


DR Me pe BP) Sd Patty „ 
Art SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


No. 506,—The “Granny's Twelfth Night Queen ‘Costume, 


Youngster. Mamma, I want to go ont and play. 
Mamma. What | peered. serpent wo 
Youngster. Nu; with the bull<iog next door. 


young who 
2 


rets that her 
e for. two. 


A HOWLING Se 


— — 
— 4 a nice —.— 


warm ‘for you when you come home e 
Pires 2 Why ‘eosin hes aly fb it 


old c 

* don't you tee, old boy, this is my clean 
shirt ri 1 Ar up the front, who'd Fagot one 
on! itd be throwing 1 ory; 


A Yes, Miss money is root of all evil. 
Miss Mabel. Ah, indeod! good young 
you must be! 


e . 


Year 
Mee Rath ho 
The Bm 5 Really? What is it? 
e Why, 1 resolved never to be sober after eight 
O clock, in future. 15 


Arr. But, father, I love him. 
(wealthy cigar importer). No matter, he is poor. 
Tee ter, Nonsevre, how can you 
Father. Easily ; the cigars he smokes are not worth ton shillings 
a hundred. * 


S No. thanks; I enn T'm a vege- 
tarian ; 2. Beaty are 

Butcher (aff otly). Ah, then, Font, bs of Sey ee 
sir ; a peotable undertaker’s at the corner, whose 
terms you might care to know. °° 


Wu pride of youth of, tll me, pray ! 


Ot him who first dons swallow tails 
And wears a topper” hat 
W. ung Did you tell me e 


1 Yes, that is so. 
Cynions, I t believe it. I’ve been home with him two 
apologised 


payee ve time, a he’s never once for the want of cule 
the part of his parents, *, * 
Souxn—Boliciter’s Private Office. 
c ant Wee a 
judicial separation if e will employ Sir 
Luseell, and them i will be sll right. Just pte. me’ 
Marie only four months! And what was een 


? 
; Chatile wool insist that he loved me more 


Ye — Wire 
Ou 7, 
than 1 him—the wretch te, * 
Snipper. Look at that sitting ust under the mistletoe. - 
F 64 

Snapper, Or else ily sett. 4 

SEQUAH ving one of his’ ad 2 fresco leokures upon 5 
I. — tae N 4 8 N. bel ——.— 
ae late 
tracted, aes I my tart for me * Mas 

N fo ue your F 
W tet 

cot eel ns scom you now 
As lon — 
. — 

“You can't onder lifeboats so often fail to reach 
a Mie Sim the other day. “I was just 
reading that one four boy: of 
— can't be expected 401 as strong as a man. 


Jones. Hullo! Camber ; ant you find it awkward being en- 
gaged to a twin? 


oceur, and when we are 
married I have no doubt that the other one will take 
against mistakes happening. 


B to tay, 
He really got "hiner and thinner. 
1 A Sissy, what's the meaning of “bean 


he Posh fo Pai Xa 


THERE once was & Percies 
faa Ha 
Ae ea em to friends, 


threw odds and ends 
At hie head, in addition fo cureca, 
S! Wer en toll Simple. 
ery 80) 80 
Dunder, What e nvisatice! From what I've beled R vd hove 
. 
er. Never m 
buy Wins a 28 for I’ve * 1 new hat E. n. ee en 


be glad enough to give it away * that time, it he heap 
his neck meanwhile. 


An, he was a good sort poor fe brerved shen, 
referring toa dead and i 2 the staff. nere ut : 
ag’in,” ret ~ re laherty oe are opaking, wal well of him, 
because he’s e great majority, but 

should wait dll a man's dead e je weelte his nene 12 


Every Monday. One Halfpenny. 
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TOOTSIE AT THE TROCADERO. 


— 


My unhappy brother has recently become possessed of a little 
brown cloth-covered book entitled, “ The Bachelor's Guide to Life in 
the contents of 
have carefully per- 

of ascer- 


y the fashion of the 4 
dresses displayed in the illus- 
trations, to have been pub- 


cipally 


little village — persons who 
eal ep 
the full 


ope 
i 


t is on 
like little volume, written for 
the most part in flo 


now chan 
tion in this country : the first was opened in the Lowther Arcade.” 
This isa mistake, 8 was at the 


among the most splendid ts in metropolis 

to Terpsichorean amusement. The visitor will be struck with the 
eect agro Repent are the most costly and in the best 
pele ; and we ly assert 

— * be surpassed 


gracef 
stirring polka, com the 
most costly ahr and 
every side by innumer- 
able dazzling mirrors— 
indeed, the reader can 
scarce contemplate a 


are 
threaded, I la 
down with a sigh th 
record of the irrevocable 
a The poor little 
k has gilt edges, and 
on one of its yellow 
fly-leaves, in faded ink, 
is written, by one who 
would have written 
Ne perhapa, had me 
ad more lessons, the 
simple name of Rosa.” 


oor ! 

Under the guidance 
of Messrs. Hugh Jay 
Didcott and Albert 
Chevalier, a most en- 
joyable entertainment 
s now being given. 


There is always plenty 
of variety and — 


in the e, and 
che night f was there I 
saw some capital turns. 
To begin with, I be- D. J. M. Carthy. 
lieve r. er's 
band is every bit as good as that spoken of in the Bachelor's 
Guide,” if not better. Miss Geo Marsden, a humorous and 
pathetic reciter of great merit, deci 
there is much cleverness in Miss Rose Dearing's ren The 
Worst Girl in the School.” Naughty schoolgirls were always the 
especial favourites of wicked old gentlemen, and if any W. O. G. 
chanced to be present, I'm sure they must have been delighted. 
Miss Lottie Collard sings and dances in very good style, and Miss 
Florence, as pretty and graceful as usual, gives some attractive 
dances. Mr. Harry Brett acquits himself very fairly, and Mr. Mac- 
caun’s musical performance gives general satisfaction. 
Two capital turns are given by D. J. M‘Carthy and Servais le 
Roy, both perfect in their respective lines of business. 
course, there are imitations. No en ment seems nowa- 
days complete without 
them. Here, the night 
I was at the Troc., 
they were supplied by 
Mr. Arthur Faber, who 
has happily caught the 
voice and manner of 
Herbert Campbell, 
Eugene Stratto 
Charles Godfrey, an 
er popular favour- 
ites. Me. H. J. Didcott 
is the King of Caterers, 
and seems to have 


only a few of those 
have mentioned be yet 
in the bill when this ap- 
pears in print, he is 


London is this of to- 
to that of the 


Servais le Roy. 
us see what the editor had to say of the “Poses Plastiques” : 


away and_ revive, let 


oT interesting tableaux, 80 popular a few seasons since, have 
egestas at at por oy Goal Hole, and have certainly lost 


none of their power of attraction.” 


nn ae a or oan 


at Ward's 


ly pleases her audience, and 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


* BOXING DAY Ar BOWVINE STREET. 
young man usually turned on by A. SLOPER to do short stori 
complaining of the 1 „ dee 
ee oe on Boxing Morning, and furnishes the 

THE prevailing odours in the court-room at Bowvine 8 
Station this morning, when Sir John Viaduct teak —.— poe 
— 5 as Sik just papain best ‘ae eel 

— us a — * 5 
charge-sheet told hin that hi — 


glance at the cha: his labours consisted 
merely of — of -seven drunk and disorderlies,” the 
whole of which he was lectly prepared to hear attributed to 
Father Christmas. Silence! having been called, and 
having bolted theaniseed ate he was sucking, the first prisoner was 
put into the dock—a railed off structure in the centre of the Court. 

John Wilkin Wonderbiddle, 63, described as pewter-pot polisher. 
Tn reply to the said he was razzie-dazzled by 
the mesalight on thesnow. “Even allowing ven the anew, — 
said magistrate, there was no moon.” “ wurship's 
parding, the whole blooming sky was full o maou Aare was — 
that J saw, two Bill Stephens saw, two old Daddy Seaborne saw— 
that's six—two Jem 


William, Demecles Wr., 5. Gout Friday bun-maker 
lia Dam Ane 
Drunk and resisting the « drinking,” eaid Sir John, 
“might be looked over, resisting the blue was quite 
er matter.” Prisoner said he'd instructed a solicitor—he called 
him a “mouthpiece”—to turn up and “spout” for him, but he'd 


P 
. He'd paid him seven and a tizsy, too! 
to hear the constable’s evidence, 
ordered William to h in with twenty shillings, or go to the 
cooler for seven days. Just at that moment the solicitor came in. 

Anything to say, William?” asked the worthy magistrate. 

“Only this, yer wursh’p—if you'll allow me to step down and 
give my ‘mouth n punch on the smeller, I don't mind yer 
making it forty bob or fourteen !" 

Our “report then left —to get a drink. You must remember 
that even reporters keep Christmas someyrhere aud are proportion- 
rered dry on the morrow. Upon “our report” returning, much 

er: 

Benjamin Bluebounder, 52. described as the Secretary of a Cocoa 
Room, was placed in the dock. 

* — charged with being drunk in Long Acre last night, 


“ "a righ worship; I'm ty.“ 
b 


eearchingly at the prisoner. 

„Guilty!“ he remarked, thoughtfully. “That's rather awkward : 
I've had ninety-six prisoners before me this morning, and they all 
said they were innocent. It wouldn't do to send a guilty man 
1 ‘em. Bluebounder, you are discharged !” 

he left the court with his friends.“ 


and, upon it, 


NEW LEAVES. 
WHEN circumstances angered me, 
J used ill words in minsty-thres, 
But of the horrid oaths I swore 
I steer me clear in ninety- four. 


T let my poor relations see 
My heart was hard in ninet 
But th h my free and 
They all walk in ninety-four. 


Too oft, I in senseless spree, 
My eek 1 in ninety- three. 
But one glass no more 
Shall touch my lips in ninety- four. 
In roaming wild oer moor and lea 
. 
ut ’ e ‘s nose I’ 
As Christians do, in ninety-four. 
The four resolves which here you see 
I made—and broke—in ninety-three. 
And much I fear that, as of yore, 
III break them all in ninety-four ! 


A VICTIM TO VIRTUE. 

A POEM, by a poor young orphan of twenty-seven, whose only 
eee ee e the original pair 8 to a fit of 
apoplexy induced by “ALLY SLor Rn Ss CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS.” 
Hie ideas of scansion may be found fault with by the hypercritical, 
but the will admit that it's only a way he's got of leaving 
the motive of each verse till it’s a bit too late, when he's obliged to 

it in by the heels. But give him a chance—even Tennyson 
to have a commencement. 
Far, far beyond Bow Bells’ sweet sound 
There lived a youth named Topper— 
He really lived at West Ham, which is a good walk,even when you 
leave the tram terminus at Stratford, and, as he worked at a stewed- 
Al Street, it was a good old tramp for him night 
r 
on, as to a so provement so e never 
is eye at them— : 
Because it was improper. 


His mother rightly told him that 

Twere best for him to “cut” em 
So, though he felt sufficiently conscious of his own strength of 
mind and ability to nip any possible flirtation they might start in 
the very bud, as it were, he never gave them the least chance. No; 
first he'd turn his eyes away— 

And, secondly, he'd shut ‘em. 


One day, near Charing Cross, a maid— 

She was amazing pretty— 
Threw him a kiss. He closed his eyes. Yes, the stupid fool! 
and it wasn't as though he'd taken the recaution of seeing that 
nothing vehicular was coming dust then. There was / in some- 
thing considerably less than the shake of a lamb's tail, he was 
knocked down by the shoulder of the grey horse on the off side, 
and fairly under the wheels of a penny ‘bus, laden with a lot ol 
fifteen-bob-a-week German clerks— 


A-going to the City ! 
Twelve West-end tradesmen sat upon 
His inquest. And it's stated 
That, from the evidence they took, both from the West Ham-ites 


and the 1 employer 1 9 eal 3 es = 1 
t r young fellow a m 8 less life; 
ind it wok ve been A for him had he been a little more 


fond of harmless fun. And, though the coroner severely censured 
the juryman who anid he'd Iike to have the addres ofthe girl who 
threw the there was really no case against her, where e 
could but — tink she and the bus - driver (badge 906,027) should 


From blame exonerated. 


Ewery Thursday. One Malfpenny. 
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LOVE A LA MODE. 


—<_—- 


“You must be brave, you must be manly, Arnold,” she mur- 
mured gently, yet with much tirmness, the big liquid drops of pity 
bedewing her 
lustrous orbs. 
“Your true and 
loyal heart will 
yet find a wor- 
thier object than 
myself on which 
to lavish its in- 


frankly, and, 1 
can never be 
aught to you save 
—forgive the 
stileness of the 
platitude—a 

sister.” = 


Intense emo- 
tion shook the 
stalwart form of 
the young man, 
and beneath the 
withering force of 


his a 
aoa. be N 
like an aspen ina 


blinding storm. 
“If this be your 


pe 
i Shik pate One last burning glance. 
lips with difficulty framing the words, “ you have made the burden 
of my life too heavy to be longer borne. You—you have pro- 
now my doom.” 

Their eyes met, and her heart grew sick with a sudden fear. 

“ You—you will do nothing rash, Arnold?” she gasped. 

4 He — — pc edly 6 1 tho por weight of his pease 
ven into one urning, though ambiguous glance, 
madly forth into the murky night. re 

“Poor Arnold,” murmured Gertrude, a slight smile curving her 
lips as she walked towards the mirror and arranged her hair with 
slow deliberation, “ He really is passionately fond of me, and not 
half bad looking. But his income is so small—it would be prepos- 
terous. Besides, Mr. Bullionaire is certain to propose to-morrow, 
and he has, at least, eight thousand year.” 

And soul-crushed Arnold, rushing through the black-browed 
night, carried 
his despair to 
the nearest 
billiard - room, 


oof, he pro- 

ed me- 
thodically to 
ramp him of 
the greater 
3 of it. 
tis §= thoughts 
meanwhile 
running some- 
thing like: 
“Great Scot! 


ies 
8 3 pe grees 
. 7 m 
e receives Mr. call. took ot, bas 
she’s got the rhino, and it's only a question of asking her. And, by 
Jove! 1'll do it to-morrow. How's the game, marker?” 

It is with much acute expectation that Gertrude receives Mr. 
Bullionaire's call the following afternoon. __ 

But what is this? Great heavens! what is he telling her? As 
in a dream, she hears that he is about to marry Miss Puflley—that 
they have been secretly engaged for some time,—and he knows 
that Gertrude—he begs Miss Esmond will be the first to. 
congratulate him—they have been such dear friends, etc., eto. 

She sits as though turned to on presently finds herself alone. 


“Vulgar little monster!" falls hissing from between her tight] 
clenched teeth. “And to think that I have wasted months on suc 
an odious, false-hearted wretch! IW. goodness, there is still 


Arnold left. I must write to him at once.” And she does so. 
“DEAREST ARNOLD,—A lady always reserves the privilege of 
changing her 
mind. Perhaps, 
indeed, there is 
no reason to 
change it in my 
case; and I hope 
you have not 


terday. 
will call at three 
o'clock I shall be 


fainting fit—no 
hanky-panky 
about it—was the 
reply: 

“My DEAR 
GERTRUDE,— 
Should be charm- 
ed to come. only, 

an engaged 
a. would it be quite proper? I am about to marry Miss Bul- 
lionaire, and feel sure you'll be one of the first to congratulate me. 


We shall, I trust, always remain dear friends. . 
; Ever yours, ARNOLD WIDWARKE 


She sits as though turned to ice. 


4 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


She. Did you enjoy yourself during Christmas, Mr. 
ittlewood ? 


: U-NHAP-PY COMPARISONS. 
q. ee “The nap is off my hat.” “Ah, my friend, the nap is off my 
She. What can you know about that, Mr. Littlewood ? head. 


,, DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—EDMUND YATES, k 


whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


4 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


Wild rumours having been floating about Ficet Street and elsewhere that A. the way. A.SLOPER thanked her, and gallantly offercd to her basket. It was 
SLOPER's friend, Edmund Yates, was about to retire from active work through: ill- while the kindly Old Man was endeavouring to administer a fatherly kiss that the 
health, and for that reason had gone to reside at Cannes, These festivities have butter and eggs came to grief. At this the poor little maid set to weeping, but A. 
been almost too much for me this Christmas,” said the Moss-Grown, as he applied a Stork dried her tears with his coat-tail, and ussured ler that he knew his good 
little zinc cintment to a new-born pimple on the side of his nose, and I mightdo friend. Mr. Yates, would only too willingly pay for the damage.——(4) He found him 
worse than run over there and interview Ned.” So he went. At first he thought, in summer attire, airing himself in the sunshine and looking as well and hearty as 
being the season fur ghosta, that he would present himself to Mr. Yates asthe shade ever he did in his life. “Man of the World, atlas we mect!" cried A. SLOPER, In 
of the great novelist, Thackeray. Just for a bit of pleasantry, you know.” And the course of the interview which fullowel—(No one deplores the systematic omission 
he might have put his t into execution——(1) Indeed, he had commenced of details of these interviews, time after time, more than the Editor; but the readers of 


No. 320.—Miss ConsTANCE MYER. making up for the part—had he not found that feature referred to above aninsur- =the “ H.-H." must know by this pretty well what his Chief is, and will, he is sure, readily 

“ What joy to find my passion was returned 1“ mountable obstacle—(2) So he loaded himself with the surplus stock of medicine, exonerate him from all in the matter )—A. 8LOPER found, to his joy, that his 

—The Dook Snook. laid in by the thoughtful Mrs, S. for the after effects of Chrismas ſensting. us a kindly excellent friend was fit and jolly, and had come to Cannes simply to enjoy the snn- 

“A work! wou I give for a taste of her lips!" gift to the supposed invalid.—(3) On leaving the Cannes railway station, he in- shine and change of scene, and avoid the beastly English climate at this time of year: 

Lord Bob. quired of a little Canneanite if she could sey him where Mr. Yates was resid- and, really, the Eminent doesn’t know but what he himself ahall stay on until the 

Reber have I gazed upon a lovelier face !” ing. Indeed she could, fcr did she not supply Monsieur with fresh butter and eggs? — fogs and the March winds at home shall have parsed away.—(5) Alrewly he 
—The Hon. Billy. —in fact, she was now on her way there, and would glully show Monsicur | Etranger — doubts if Mrs. S. would recognise her lord. 


THE SHORT CUT AGAIN. 


Gi, ZZ 


(i) Fall of Neat's-foot whisky the Elder was carcering gaily along. (2) “Dang this abominable short cut, it freezes yer verra bluid as yer (3) “ Yit it's cooling me nose awfu' nice and bonny; All stop here an hour 
gang doon.” or twa and git the infammation weel oot.”—(7o be continued.) 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Well, friends, how are you all now that the festive season is over? Not so frisky as before it gay A visit pays ne'er every day :—The Prince of Wales accepts the chair, And helps to banish 
began, I will bet. Well, well, whisky is whisky and wine is wine, and everyone expects to bea dismal care :—By “ Road and Rail” the latest Grain Of humour from the Corney vein: —The 
little merrier at Christmas than at any other time of the year.— Down, with a crash, gocs "93, And English Tourist now in France With Gendarme stands but little chance.— Here I am, at last, at 
91 ie here, you see :—The Seotchmen ail diseusa the news, And with each other cachange viewe:— th end of my little task, and not at all sorry, I can assure you. Good luck to ye all, my friends, and 
Ilet rern the Lords and Commons we A mighty struggle soon will a Genial SLOPER, SLOPER n fond adieu until we meet again next week.—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


A SUGGESTION, 7 S] — 


Masher (putting on pantomime head). Mow d'you like me 


with a dummy head on 
Mashette. A dummy head on? Why, so you have! Well, 


5 ain't that funny? I never noticed it: 


A DIFFICULT TASK. 
“Say, Carpenter ! what'll you charge to unscrewsh me? 


IMPUDENCE. “You're not very lively to-night, Mr. Troutlet.” Well, I'm trying to introduce an apostrophe into COMPOSERS COMICALLY COMMUNICATED. 
“Now, sir, a little singeing or shampooing ?” my poem.” “Why not introduce a full stop?” No. 2.—Mo's art. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


TWELFTH Night in Englind has almost ceased to be regarded as 
a festival. It is one of thooe many old-fashioned institutions which 
have been neglected and are 
sradually being forgotten. 
‘Time was, though, when A. 
SLOPER was young and fes- 
tive——what's that? quite 
festive enough now, is he? 
—time was, we repeat, when 
Twelfth Night jinks were 
looked forward to with eager 
anticipation by heaps of 
people, and the Twelfth 
Cake rites were pose through 
religiously. All has changed. 
The cutting of the Baddeley 
Cake is, perhaps, the only 
big festival that takes place 
on Twelfth Night, and, although the local con- 
fectioner tries to get up a little enthusiasm by 
exhibiting some stale Christmas cakes and 
marking them sixpence extra, the general effect 
is one of absolute indifference. 


OvR Christmas Fund for the Relief of 
London's Destitute Poor is swelling, but 
nothing like us fast as we wish. If only 
our renders could form any idea of the vast 
amount of poverty and suffering that prevails 
in the quarters where our fund is distributed, 
there is not one of them but would make 
an effort to contribute his or her mite. Come 

= along, now, boys and girls, you can't want a 
more deserving charity. What shall we put you down for? 


s 

Every playgoer—everyone in fact to whom the name and fame of 
Henry Pettitt᷑ is at all familiar—will learn with deep regret of his sad 
and untimely death, in the very height of his success. Good fellow, 
good friend, good play wright, his personel, endeared itself to those 
who knew him, whilst his work has brightened many a weary hour, 
sown hope in many a sad heart, and taught thousands the valuable 
lesson of a life of purity, honesty and truth. 


s 
THERE is a whisper abroad that a famous millionaire phil- 
authropist has made a will leaving his entire personalty for the 
purpose of distributing that marvellous ha' penny story paper, 
u, among the heathen of foreign climes. We could disclose 
the name—but no! we have been sworn to secrecy. 


< 


s 

A WELL-KNOWN authority says that in a very few years now 
lovely woman will have discarded all the useless and expensive 
fripperies, so long associated 
with the feminine toilette, in 
favour of the tailor-built gown. 
We hope not altogether. Much 
as we admire the latter for morn- 
ing and out-door wear, for walk- 
ing, skating, etc., the soft folds 
of the laces, silks, and satins of 
the evening gown is too becom- 
ing to a woman’s charms to be 
altogether banished from the 
fashion. 3 * 


Tue Mildewed Mound has 
this day been graciously pleased 
toconfer the “Sloper Award 
of Merit” upon LEADER WIL- 
LIAMS, because he made the Man- 
chester Ship Canal, “ Feyther,” 
chirruped © the Azure - Orbed 
Engineer, “hif hever there 
was a gigantic and vitally him: 
portant hundertaking carried 
out with marvellous success, 
it's this ‘ere noo Canal. Wonder 
which Williamson will moat 
proud on—that or the Haward?” 
And, together, father and son 
went out to discuss the point 
over the flowin bowl. 


THERE is a belief prevalent among the members of the Ball's 
Pond Banditti that Captain Bloodwing is about to ally himself 
with à buxom young lady who tends stewed eel shop in the 
neighbourhood. The news is not unwelcome, The addition of a 
Bandit's Bride would materially add to the romance attaching to 
the pitiless gang whose doings are so graphically depicted in Lars 

s 


A FEW months ago people were hurrying ane from England 
on a visit to the World's Fair at Chicago. Now they are hurrying 
back again in order to pay a visit to the World's Fair in their own 
native country. The Agricultural Hall has been for the last few 
days, and will be for the next week or two, crowded, both day and 
night, by delighted and enthusiastic spectators, and the fat women 
show, the humble tuppenny circus, Pepper's Ghost show, and 
many other exhibitions of the penny gaff species, are patronized as 
well as any of our West-end theatres. Messrs. Reed and Bailey are 
to be congratulated on the success of their enterprise. 
es 
s 

THEY'VE revived Conese Swift at the Haymarket. It is one 
of those fustian manufactures which aims at comedy and shoots 
nothing finer 
than drawing- 
room melo- 
drama. But it 
suits Mr. Tree— 
suits him better 
than Hamlet did, 
and better than 
Issachar the Jew 
in Ogilvie’s II- 

ia — which — 

ree’s Jew—was 
n mighty effort 
to bring himself 
side by side with 
Irving's Shylock. 
We're not run- 
ning Mr, Tree 
down, We can’t 
at¥ord to do that. 
He's one of the 
six! Six brings us 
to Siz Persuns— 
a Jew-ologue, b 
Isanc Zangwill. 
Mr. Clement 
Scott calls this 
the highest pos- 
sible comedy. If 
it is, then Gil- 
bert, Pinero, 
Burnand, Merivale, Grundy, Sime, Jones, andi all of ‘em began 
writing highest possible comedy, and went on writing trivial 
nothings ; for truth to tell, Zangwill’s Si Persons is a poor little 
comedietta, with nothing new, nothing smart, and everything 
quite commonplace. : 


. ˙ere»ei˖:. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLI DA. 


Business at the Royal Aquarium, at the present moment, is just 
r. F. Ritchie must 


about as brisk as it possibly could be, and 
complimented on the liberal 
manner in which he caters for 
his patrons. The programme is 
both long and excellent, and the 
general entertainment, varied 
as it is, is appreciated by 
everyone. ries the “turns” 
worthy of special mention are 
Mdlle, Therese (equilibrist), 
Kate Toole, Dan Sullivan (who 
1 a cob, cart, 1 5 {he hese 
of its occupants, from the stage), 
Kavador, and Will Downes. 


s 

TRULY, the London policeman 
is a strange animal to deal with. 
The other evening, A. SLOPER, 
in his usual muddled condition, 
requested one of the noble force 
to conduct him to the other side 
of the road, The only answer 
received by him was a severe 
push. Iminediately after this 
occurrence, two ladies, young 
and fair, arrived on the scene 
and proffered a like uest. 
Did Robert push and look black 
on this occasion? Oh, dear, no! 
In the twinkling of an eye the 
whole street traftic was stopped, 
and in another instant the 
two pretty little damsels had reached the other side in safety. 


s 

THE pantomimes in London this year, as far as real rollicking 
fun is concerned, are far in advance of those of other years, for 
which mercy A. SLO Rn ejaculates. “Thank ness! A panto- 
mime without humour is as great an infiction as is the play of 
Hamlet without Hamlet. Fun at the Lane is fast and furious. The 
same can be said of the Lyceum, Surrey, the Grand, and Standard. 
But we shall have more to say of pantomimes in future numbers. 


s 
AS soon as we get anything approaching a severe visitation of 
frost, we may — the usual —. of ice accidents all over the 
country. Several deaths have already taken place from this cause, 
and one cannot be too careful before trusting oneself upon the ice. 


s 
IN answer to inquiries, we may say that the Eminent has no 
intention of disclosing the name of the wine merchant who sup- 
ped the festive board on the occasion of A. SLOPER’s Christmas 
inner. This is purely out of consideration forthe wine merchant. 


s 

From present appearances, “ Constantinople in London” seems 
likely to surpass even its immediate predecessor, Venice. Crowds 
assemble at Olympia 
both afternoon and 
evening, and crowds 
return to their respec- 
tive homes highly 
delighted with the 
spectacle they have 
witnessed. Of course, 
Turkish loveliness is 
well represented at 
the show, which may 
account to a great 
extent for A. 


SLorER's constant 
attendance there. 
The idea of intro- 


ducing a Turkish 
Harem into the Mil- 
deweries has n certain 
fascination for the 
Eminent. Unfor- 
tunately, the same 
attraction has no 
charm for Mrs. S. 
consequently one ot 
the Old Man's good 
resolutions has for the 
present been shelved. 


7 

THERE is really no 
truth in the state- 
ment that A. SLOPER was arrested during the recent festive season 
on the suspicion of being Scott. Even policemen don't get quite so 
blind as to mistake a man of the Ancient's marked personality for 
the missing suspect. ee 

s 


OWING to the prevailing distress, the Directors of the Empire 
Theatre beg to announce a fine, under distinguished patronage. 
on January 3lst, for the benefit of the poor women and children of 
London. In addition to this, a subscription list will be opened, 
und all contributions gratefully acknowledged by E. J. Conlon, 
Exq., Hon. Sec., Empire Theatre, and lists from time to time will 
be published in the press. Many of the leading artists have kindly 
offered their services for this good cause, and the list of patrons 
and programmes will shortly be announced. . 


* 
WE are happy to state that the Hon. Billy has almost recovered 
from the effects of his Christmas blow-out. There is now not the 
least cause for anxiety. 9 


FIFTY years ago the idea of connecting Manchester with the 
Atlantic would have been thought impossible. But as the world 


grows < 
older, 80 Ba 5 
ey 5 
10 8 0 . < 5 
develop, ä (NA 
and we LRA 
now look SS ) 
upon the : —— 
hitherto 
impossible 
task as one 
of a simple 
or en 
order. The 
Manches- 
ter Canal 
is a splen- 
did cxam- 
ple of the 
engineer's 
skill, and 
England 
may well 
be proud 
of a fra- 
ternity 
which in 
cludes sucl 
men as 
Leader Williams in its ranks. 


THE rumoured engagement of Boulanger Shakebacon is entirely 
unfounded. SLOPER’s male twin is a bit ahead of the times, we 
adinit—but engaged? Well, not just yet, anyway. 


does our 
_— 


a2 
| 


* 
s 


(Saturday, January 6, 1894. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR Fun THR WEEK ENDING 13TH JANUARY, 1894. 
— 


7th January, 1785.—A woman, «Bout forty, who had been 
blind many years, was this day married toa 15 shoemaker a1 
St. James's, Clerkenwell. She had heard him close by at work fron, 
early morning till late at night, and had formed a favourable 
opinion of his industrious habits. She lent him ten pounds, and 

ve him a suit of clothes and a silver watch, Shortly afterwards 
ie proposed to go down into the country to work. She, on that, 
obtained a writ: looked him up, and told him he must either pay the 
money, go to prison, or marry her. They were ma but he was 
retained in custody until it was time to go to church, and the 
officer, who had executed the writ, gave the bride away. 


8th January, 1889.--Mr. J. Wisden, of the firm of Wisden 
and Co., the bat manufacturers, is reported to have said this morn. 
ing: “The best record hitherto made I have on the authority of 
the late Mr. W. H. Knight, one of the greatest authorities on all 
matters relating to cricket, and formerly compiler of our almanac. 
In a book in my possession there — e following note iu 
Mr. Knight's handwriting: ‘Geor arr threw a ball 109 yards ; 
Mr. E. B. Fawcett, of Brighton College, is reported to have thrown 
a ball 126 yards, 6 inches.’ That is quoted from Baily'’s Magazine. 
Then follows Mr. Knight's note: I had it from Charles Ellis, the: 
Sussex cricketer, who was then professional of Brighton College, 
that Mr. E. B. Faweett, then a collegian at Brighton College, 
threw it 127 yards, 4 inches. The wind was at his back, and it was 


down hill. Ellis saw the throw and measured the distance.’ This 
reduces Crane's victory over the record to 1 yard, inches. 
Another big throw was that of George Brown, at Warlesden 


Common, who threw a cricket ball 137 yards.” 


Oth January, 1890.—A newspaper of this date states that: 
At the Liverpool Police Court an elderly man, named John Elliott. 
was charged with stealing a large variety of articles, including 
umbrellas, sticks, handkerchiefs, teapots, and bronze ornaments. 
The prisoner, who is said to possess property which brings in an 
income of £800 a year, was first brought up for his thieving pro- 

nsities at the Chester Sessions in 1868, when he had six months’ 
imprisonment. Subsequently he had twelve months, then eighteen 
months, and then seven years’ penal servitude. After the expiration 
of that term he had other sentences, but all to no effect. The 
magistrate remarked that the man ought to be locked up in a 
lunatic asylum, as he could not take care of himself. The last time 
he was up he was ordered to pay the cost of the Prosecution. When 
apprehended, the prisoner had over £23 in his possession, and he 
said he was just collecting his rents. He had been known even to 
beg while he had a lot of money in his pocket. The prisoner said 
several of the articles produced had been in that court before.” 


10th January, 1832.—James Hogg’s, the Ettrick Shepherd, 
love for life in London was not great. London impressed him ; 
but in a letter written home this day, he thus describes the 
metro : “Notwithstanding all the caressing J have met 
with, which is perfectly ridiculous, I hate London ; and I do not 
think that either flattery or profit can ever make me love it. It is 
so boundless that I cannot for my life get out of it, nor can I find 
any one place that 1 want.” 


1lth January, 1890.—A news)aper of this date says: “One 
of the keepers in Bushey Park has discovered two tine bucks, six 
and seven years old respectively, in a dry gga and firmly 
locked together in a most remarkable manner. The right horn of 
the uppermost animal was firmly fixed in the mouth of the lower: 
the left horn of the lower one was as firmly fixed in the mouth of 
the upper, while the other horns were tightly clasped together. 
The battle that ended so fatally had evidently been a long and 
stubborn one, both animals having sustained severe body wounds. 
They had evidently died in great agony, and the jaw of the under- 
most animal was broken to splinters. ‘Though the circumstance is 
remarkable, it is not entirely singular, Mr. Dann, the head keeper, 
having, some time ago, arrived on the scene of battle in time to 
egg a couple of bucks similarly locked together in deadly 
strife.” 


12th January, 1606.—“ Great confusion and distraction,” 
writes Evelyn, under this date, “by reason of the clipp'd muncy, 
and the difficulty found in reforming it.” 


13th January, 1716.—Between four and five o clock in the 
afternoon of this day, the boy of one Walker, who kept a small 
gunpowder pd near Quay, in Thames Street, being in an 
upper room with a light, and making rockets and squibs, unwarily 
set fire to the gunpowder, on which the house blew up. One hun- 
dred and twenty houses and warehouses, and great quantities uf 
merchandise, were destroyed, aud about fifty persons perished iu 
the flames, or were buried by the ruins. 


— — 


TEN COMMANDMENTS. 


Tor shalt not tie, oh, mortal nian! 

On poor dog's tail an old tin can. 

Thou shalt not pay for cold“ or “ neat,” 
When someone else will stand thee treat. 
Thou shalt not, playing cards, have more 
Within thy sleeve than aces four. 

Thou shalt not tibs or falsehoods tell, 
When truth will serve thy ends as well. 
On New Year's Day thou shalt not make 
Resolves which thou art sure to break. 
Thou shalt not snore like vulgar bear, 
While slumbering in the house of prayer. 
Thou shalt not let thy lawful debts 
Prevent thy squandering coin in bets. 
Thou shalt not kiss thy charming cook, 
When wifely optics on thee look. 

Thou shalt not fail, when staggering tight, 
To tip the guardian of the night. 

Thou shalt not fail to rave and vapour 
At him who says that any paper 

Could, for a ha penny, e'er eclipse 

Those brilliant journals, Larls! and Ouips. 


CHANGING HIS MIND. 


The Hon, Mr. Duffer. Yes, you know, when I came outer er 
—this morning, I'd—er—er—a good mind, you know, to—er—er— 
run down to Brighton, don't you know, but—er—er—as I was going 
to the station, I changed my mind, don't you know, and thought 
1—er—er—wouldn’t go, and then, don't you know, I'd half a mind 
to—er—er—go to the club, but 1—er—er—changed my mind again, 
and then—ha, ha !—-I—I—I came to see you, Miss Sharply. 

Miss Sharply. Then, by this time, Mr. Duffer, if 1 understand 
you correctly, you can have no mind left at all. 

SSS 


ANTIQUES. 


Funniman, It's all very well to chaff and say that my jokes are 
all chestnuts, but I should like you to prove it. 

Friend, That's easily done, my boy, because, if you know any- 
thing of literary history, you must remember that all Joe Miller's 


reg were chestnuts; none of them were original, even when the 
k was published, much less now. 


— oe 


Ewery Wednesday. Twropence. 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 
EDITED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
89 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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WATER v. WHISKY. 


[Two octogenarians—the one a life-long water drinker, the other a whisky 
absorber of similar lengthened expericuce—are arrangiug a running match by 
way of championing their respective liquitts.] 


A VERY curious case 
Is this challenze for a 
race, 

By a pair of octo- 
what's'isnames, 
both frisky, 

Each bets, without u 
doubt, 

He the longer will 
hold out— 

On Water the 

other on 

Whisky. 

The match 'twixt 

these old folk 

Much interest will 


one, 
one 


“soakers " and 
each — temperance 
ron and daughter; 

And bets in lodge and 


pub 
Will doubtless cause 
hub-bub, 
Re the race entitled 
Whisky versus 
Water. 


Whichever side may 
win, 
"Twill matter scarce n pin, 
For (with all respect to SLOPER) it és risky, 
When you seek athletic fame, 
To try the spirit game, 
Be it gin, or rum, or brandy—yea, or whisky ! 


— — 


HIS RASHN ESS. 


“WHat, chappie!“ exclaimed Augustus Peppintop, as he dropped 
carelessly into his friend Charlie Allowby's room one evening 
towards the termination of the festive season, What, chappie !— 
secdy? Why, what's the matter, sonny?” 

But Charlie only groaned a grosn of bodily anguish, and shifted 
his position to one of slightly more distressing discomfort. 

Augustus looked serious. Dash it all, old chap,” he said, “tell 
me what it is ails you—let’s know where you're hit, can’t you: not 
wounded in the heart again, I hohe? I thought Miss Cour——" 

“Yea, yes, that's all right—Mabel and I are still friends,” inter- 
rupted here, impatiently. i 

„Then, is it in the stomach!“ 

“And what if it is?” thundered Charlie, defiantly, from his 
chair. What if it is, I nr?“ he added, fiercely. 

But Augustus was nota bit abashed. “What of it, Charlie?“ he 
said, with provoking 
calmness; what of it? 
Why, this. I thought you 
were old enough to know 
better than to make 
Christmas-time an ex- 
cuse for gluttony.” 

“ D—n it, man! roared 
Chartie, indignantly, 
“can't you let a fellow 
alone when you see he's 
off colour. o you 
think I went and blew 
myself out like a kid 
home for the holidays?” 

“No, no, old chap,” 
mid Augustus, in a pa- 
cifying tone, not exact- 
ly that, of course—er— 
but admit you have been 
—well, indiscreet ?” 

“Well, yes, I suppose 
that’s the name for it,“ 
confessed Charlie, re- 
luctantly. 

„Ah, of course I knew you'd gay so,“ remarked Gus. 
tell me, cld chap, in confidence, what was it—the drink!“ 

“The drink? No, confound you!“ 5 : 

“ Ah, you tried a second help of ga a a mince pie?” 

“No, no, 1 tell you, nothing of the kind.” ; 

“ You—you were surely not rash enough to go carol singing, or 
mix n punch bowl, eh?” 

No answer from Charlie. N 

“You didn't have to kiss the elderly members of the family 
under the mistletoe, did you ?” went on G. „ in an awed tone. 

“Oh, bother you, no!“ shrieked Charlie—only the word wasn't 
exactly “bother.” “I suppose I'd better tell you, if it’s only to 
stop yourconfounded mouth. You know Mabel—Miss Courtenay? i 

“Your fiancee—yes.” 

“Well—er—she gave me a Christmas present.” 

“Cigars?” queried Gus, briefly. N 8 

No, Gus, worse than that even; she has given me a necktie, 
a light pea- green, with chocolate shots; and, oh, Gus, she expects 
it—and I— I've promised to wear it. 


“Now, 


GIRLS OF THE FRIV.“ 
Letitia LEE. 
From wandering up and wander. 
ing down 
On a fortnight’s spree or s0, 
The Eminent's Bard to London 
town 
Has returned an hour ago. 
But he begs to say—and he says 
it plain— spree“ 
That the hours of his so-called 
Have been spent in junkets and 
jinks in vain 
On account of Letitia Lee. 
He has rambled wild o'er the 
Pennine Hills pipe; 
With his bottle and old clay 
He has strolled with girls by the 
Yorkshire ghylls ; (snipe 
He has haunted the grouse and 
Ina way that the grouse and the 
snipe detest ; 
But, whatever he did, his glee 
Ilas been spoiled by the fact that 
his amorous breast 
Ever yearned for Letitia Lee. 


On the 5 rugged and wild 
and grand, (mires, 
That the soul of the Bard ad- 
He has gazed till his soul must 
perforce expand 
With the heat of poetic fires. 
But the poe fires have been 
‘reft of bliss, 
For they're naught to the Bard, save he 
Has the face to view, and the lips to kiss, 
Of his lovely Letitia Lee! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 


54 BEDFORD GARDENS, KENSINGTON, W., December 21st, 1893. 
My Dear Sin.—I inclose a small contribution—£1—for your 
“Christmas Appel and wish you every success. 
ours faithfully, ALFRED PARSONS, F. O. S. 


Savoy THEATRE, W. C., Saturday, December 22nd, 1893. 
DEAR Mr. SLoper,—Inclosed_ please tind a postal order for 54, 
It is all I can afford this year, for there is so much misery in my 
own profeasion that I must look after them a little. With the compli- 
ments of the season. Yours truly, ROSINA BRAN DRAM. 


2 QuEEN's MANsions, VICTORIA STREET, S. W. 
December 22nd, 1893. 
Dear Sin, —I send you postal order for £1, from Sir Arthur 
Sullivan, for“ Ally a le Christmas * 
ALTER SMYTHE. 


ours faithfully, 
1334 BLACKFRIARS RoaD, Loxpox, S. E., December 2rd, 1893. 
My DEAR Sir,—Herewith I have the pleasure of inclosing you 
cheque for £2 2s., towards your “Christmas Poor Appeal,” being 
my usual donation with a little extra added for this year. 


Wishing you n bumper subscription. Yours faithfully, 
G. HASLETT. 


— 


SLOPER'S VAG ARIEsS. 
No. 199.—HE BEGINS THE NEW YEAR BADLY, 

THERE lived a man at Mildew Court, 

And a right good man was he ; 
A man of the jolly old, hale old sort 

Who loves a jolly good spree. 
A man who can swallow no end of drinks, 
Who is xe plus ultra at larks and jinks, 
Who can kiazs on occasion a saucy minx, 

With a tweedledum-tweedle-dee ! 


That merry old fellow of Mildew Court, 
He said to himself, said he: 
“The time, by Jove, is exceeding short, 
"Ere we'll lose old a etry 
For the day is December Thirty -fust, 
And it's nothing but decent, and kind, and just, 
That I go on a jolly old, rare old bust 
With a tweedledum-tweedle-dee !" 


He went ona happy old, high old booze ; 
He slakewallowed and smoked with gleo ; 
And his brass and his sense he contrived to lose 
In a way that was sad to see. 
Yet his sense would soon have once more returned, 
And the brass he had blued he'd soon re-earned, 
But he did an act that should make him spurned, 
With a tweedledum-tweedle-dee ! 


The pote, who pens you these pensive lines— 
Oh! a pensive old pote is he— 

He blubbers and bellows, he sobs and whines, 
Ina way that is sad to see. 

And well may his burning hot tear-drops drop, 

Since his dear old boss, for kicking a slop, 

Must for fourteen days in Holloway stop, 
With a tweedledum-tweedle-dee ! 


ALLY. SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPEAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £83 55. 48d. 
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M., 10s.; ROSINA UDnaN4AdU:. 58,; F. II. S., d.: MBYER LUTZ, £1 18; J. G. 
GALLOWAY, 5s.; R XI. Cour TOx. F. O. S., £1 I..: SIR ARTHUR SULLIVAN, £1; 
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JOHN JONES, 48.; “ANTISAN,” Is.: JOKY KETLEY, 1s.; A. W. F., 28. 6d.; 
BROCK (?), 28. 6d.; A. I. K. (Exeter), 1s.; CONVALESCENT, 28, 6d.; E. M. (Rich- 
mond), 2s. 6d.; “ ANON” (High Street, Islington, N.). 2s. 6d. 
Making a total received up to December 27th, 1893, £109 2s. Old. 


UNFULFILLED! 

A TIME there was, when raged sublime 

Within my heart a wild desire 
To ‘queath my name to endless time 

By turning on the poet's lyre ; 
To know that men, while «ons rolled, 

Would read what thoughts my soul had thrilled, 
I then was young ; 1 now am old ; 

And that sweet hope is unfullilled. 


A time there was, when much I loved 
A maid, and vowed to win her heart: 
Alas! ay vicious habits proved 
That she from me were wise to part. 
A time there was, when, brave and bold, 
I swore a mount of wealth to build. 
I then was re 1 now ain old; 
And youth’s sweet hopes are unfulfilled ! 


A time there was !"—oh, wretched phrase! 
And would to heaven that every youth 
Could see this wreck from happier days ; 
This victim of remorse and ruth, 
Who shrills, beside the grave so cold 
That saddest cry by mortal shrilled : 
] once was young; I now am old; 
And all my hopes are unfulfilled !” 


— 


NOT A SWEEPER. 
Merchant (to newly engaged Clerk). 1 see that in your testi- 
monials you are described as an “all round” man, 5 
Clerk. Yes, sir; but there is one thing 1 refuse to do—I will 
not sweep out the office. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

% Don’t talk to me about. your oxygin, hydrogin, and nitrogin.” 
said SLOPER to Professor Prigg. The only gin I care about, dear 
boy, is Unsweetened’ gin vay 

il isToRICO-ASTRONOMICAL Min. —Charles's Wane: The de- 
cline of the Young Pretender. 

A CORRESPONDENT asks, Shall I, wasting in despair, die 
because a woman's fair?” Assuredly not, sir: you'd be a Simple 
Sighman if you did! ‘ 


SMYTHE. 
(A Story or MEDIEVAL TIMEs.) 
— — 


CHAPTE IX. 

BILL. Brown was enthusiastic, and his eve flashed with a fine 
ecstatic expression as he declared the glories of the future; but 
Smith was still doubtful, 
and brought his companion 
back to carth with the ro- 
mark : 

“Shall we not be called 
quacks!” 

“Ay, marry will we! and 
what matters it what we are 
ened?) An onion by any 
other name would be as tear- 
compelling to the peeler, 
They may call us what thev 
choose, and the more and 
the worse we are called the 
better will we be advertised. 
My only fear is that we will 
De called nothing at all-- 
that we will be ignored, and 
that might be fatal to our 
chances of success.” 

“Tis à hopeful project, 
and——" 

“Say vou are with me— 
put it vulgarly, say ‘done’ !” 

* Done.” 

„That's right. We are 
one. We have only to set 
up a stock in trade, which 
I need not say will be easily 
done.” 

“Where do you propose 
to begin?” 

“Where would we begin? 
Where but in London /—it 
is the home of check. Cheek 
elsewhere is merely wasted mw material, and we shall have to do 
things from the first on a pretty immense scale; we will start in 
London, and we'll start big.’ 

„And big will be the smash if we fail,“ said Smith, who, despite 
the forester’s tremendous enthusiasm, was still inclined to view the 
matter in a pessimistic spirit. 

“There is no such word ns fail, my good partner. We will 
70 * will be wealthy beyond the wildest dreams of avarice ; 
we wi ‘ 

“Hush! you will be overheard,” said Smith, as he lifted up his 
aand with warning gesture. 

“IIa! whom have we here?” said Brown, 

“A poor youth, and a 
weary one,” was the res- 
ponse, as n pale and deli- 
cate youngster stood, 
shrinkingly, as if doubtful 
of his welcome. 

“Come in, poor youth, 
and rest,” mid Brown, 
heartily. “ An' a chunk 
of pie is not amiss to you, 
‘twill not ben miss to us.” 

“You speak like the 
libretto of n pantomime,” 
said the youth, as he 
shyly approached the 
table. 

“Then make this dis- 
appear as quickly as if 

ou were engaged in the 
arlequinade,” said 
Brown, as he took the 
eatables from a cup- 
boa: 


Would be as tear-compelling. 


The youth ate heartily. 
At times he looked shyly 
at his companions, as if 
hardly at his ease, despite 
the heartiness of Brown 
or the ao Rice 8 
tentions of Smith, who, 
from time to time, passed 
the comestibles to the 
youth. Meanwhile, 
Brown was W Us 
the few things he ca 
to take with him, and, 
as ne completed his preparations for departure, he turned to the 
youth: 

“Look here, youngster, I don't ask where you are going or 
whence you come, as I don’t care, but if you are in no hurry you 
may ns well stay here. We are quitting this hut for good, and you 
are welcome tothe freehold if you like it. It’s a pretty comfortable 
1 as huts go, and I've managed to get on in it pretty well 
myself.“ 

“Are you going hence?“ said the youth, who appeared to be 
developing an increasing interest in his companions, 

„We are quitting these spheres, and going where glory waits us.“ 

“ Are you 
going to 
the wars?” 

“No, we 
are not no- 
ing to the 
worse — to 
once more 
use the 
lovely lan- ¢ 
guage of 
pantomime 
ue are go- 
ing to the 
better, I 
hope. We 
are going to 
London.” 

“To Lon- 
don! Oh, 
would that 
1 might go 
with you! I 
wil be 
your. rer- 
vant, or 
anything!" 

“Well, 
the busi- 
ness docs 
not run to 
n man sere 


“ A poor youth and a weary one.” 


“T thought I knew him.” 


and he 
looked toward Smith, “he might be useful, Jack Smith, don’t von 
think so!“ 
“Oh, yes: he may come if he chooses.” 
“Jack Smith!“ muttered the youth, aside, “T thought I knew 
him, despite his disguise. It is ny brother-in-biw 1” 
(10 be chunt intl, nert wee he) 


THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. %1.—Mr. W. Louis BRADFIELD, F.OS. 


“This comparatively youthful, and quite recent addition to 
the fionoured order of F.0.8's. was always confidently expected 
by his doting parents to make a name for himself, in which 

ter he has pcan d not them. 


board of the piano. After some y 
inexplicable coolness which had arisen ween them and 
their friends and relations, caused the Bradfield family to quit 


‘EAR, EAR! 
First Friend. Many ‘appy new ‘ears to ye, ole ler. 
Second Friend. Guess you do wi’ a couple o' new ‘uns yerself, 
*thout spilin’ yer personal appearance. 


“Where are you going to, my pretty mad?“ Blessed if I 


know, kind sir,” she said. 


CLEARING THE GROUND 


Man with Revolver, And look here, having expiained the 
. the game, I wish you to understand that, though 


you are a guest of mine at this club, I won't bo bullied by 


you or any man, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAYs 


ONE WAY OUT OF IT. 


ii 
i 
i 


Master. I have given Cook notice, but she says she won't leave the house. 


Mistress. What shall we do? 


Master (gloomily). Don't know, without we fix up another establishment. 


MORE PAUPER 


800. 


(1) The Rev. Snugg-Cribb. Ah, my dear ! I observe that our pig leaves a large portion 
of his really excellent swill, and I cannot help thinking that, if we were to boil this 
with other “stock” we should luce a most nourishing soup for the deserving 
poor, and earn their lasting gratitude by the performance of this charitable action. 
——(2) Mfrs. Snugg-Cribb liked the idea, and “turned to” and worked at it like a 
good unn. The children also helped, and found many useful ingredients in the dust- 
bin. The soup certainly smelt rather “gamey,” » But,” as the Rev. gent. observed, 
“the deserving poor want something strongish to put some life in them.“ and the 
soupmaking was done out of doors, so it didu't matter.-—(3) At length all was 


FOR HER SAKE 


“Well, you have made yourself a sight, Charley." “Oh! 
don't say that, dear, because this coat is designed to go with 
your new jacket; it’s the very same pattern, you know.“ 


CONSTANTINOPLE IN LONDON 


The effect it will produce upon the London population may 
be startling. 


Rer. Whackums. Tell me, Podgers, whom you con- 
sider the most striking individual of the age. 

Podgers (with lively recollections of past bastings). I 
should say you, sir. 


INGRATITUDE. 


Ct) > 


complete, and John, the groom, was despatched with a supply of the invigorating 
liquid for distribution. The first to try the delicious compound was old Methuselah 
Clodpole, who had lost the use of his limbs for ninety years or so.—(4) The effect 
of a single draught was astonishing in the extreme. There can be no doubt about 
its tunic action! John has since given notice. He says his nose is flattened for 
life, and that if the next master sends him out to poison people he will have to sec 
that they are bound Hand and foot first. Oki Clodpole says he'll have the law of the 
parson as soon as he gets well again, and he had been a cripple previous to the 
incident in question, too. Bo much for the gratitude of the poor. 


GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. 


Mona, 


London: Printed at the Camden Press, 110 High Stroet, N. W., and Published by the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “The Sloperics,” 99 Shoe Lane, Flect Street, E.C.—Saturlay, January 6, 1894. 


, 


9 


